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STAUNTON SPECTATOR. 
TERMS. 

*j. The “SPECTATOR" is published once a week, at 

Two Dollars a year, if paid in advance, or lxco Dollars 

W Pifty Cents if delayed beyond the expiration of the year ; 
SfSubscription xrillbe discontinued, but at the option oj the 

Editois, until all arrearage* art Pa’d- 
yy All communication* to the Editors, by mail, muslbe 

^post-paid, or they xoittnot be attended to. 

fry A OVER r/SEMEXTS of twelve lines (or less,) 
inserted three times for one dollar, and twenty-five cents for 
each subsequent continuance Larger advertisements in the 

same proportion. A Liberal discount made to advertiser by 
the year. 

POETRY. 
THE DAYS THAT ARE GONE. 

BY ALFRED TESSVSOS. 

Tears, idle tears, 1 know not what they mean ; 
Tears from the depth of some diviuc despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 
In looking on the happy Autumn fields, 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail 
Tnat brings our friends up from the under world, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 

That sinks with all we love below the verge; 
So sad. so fresh, the days that are no more. 

Ah, »ad and strange as in dark Summer dawns 

Thu earliest pipe of half awakened birds 

To dying ears, when unto dying eye* 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square ; 

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

Dear «s remembered kisses after death, 
And sweet as those by hopeless faucy feign’d 
On lips that are for others ; deep as lore, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 
O Death in Life, the days that are no more ! 

“I wish I had you golden star, 
I’d wreathe it in my hair ; 

Look, sister, how it shines afar ! 
’Tis like a jewel rare !** 

“Yes, love'; blit see* you might have had 
A treasure far more sweet, 

la gazing on that star you’ve crushed 
The Heart's-ease at your fee,!” 

IggWWBWPi"™.1. __ 
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TUB CREDIT SYSTEM. 

BY MRS. SARAH H. HA US. 

“HoW'dreadfulIy late you are. my dear!” said Mrs Gray- 
son, the wife of the printer, as he entered his own door at 

half past eleven at night. “I have watched and watched 
for you so long, that I began to feel atiensy.” 

“Uneasy—I should think you would have become accus- 

tomed to irregular hours by this time,” replied ho, sealing 
himself Upon tbe'chair she had handed with a sigh. 

“Yon are Wearied out.” said his wife mournfully, as he 

pressed his hand to his throbbing temples, “you are work- 

ing yourself to death, and what it is for 1 cannot conceive.’ j 
‘*1 wonder how I can help it,” he replied, in that de- 

sponding tone which proclaims one miserable alike, both in 

body and mind. “I am half dead with fatigue, that is true, 

but there is no remedy which I can perceive, for with all 

my efforts I am behind, and have been utterly unable to get 
the paper out to day.” 

“'The job of advertising you did yesterday, l presume is 

the cause of your being so late,” said She. “Pray what 

did Mr. Q. pay you for it—five dollars was it not 7’ 
“Yes, but he said I must trust him awhile, as money 

tv as So scarce.” 
“Did yoit ever hoar anything like it 7” cried Mrs. G. 

indignantly—“money so scarce! why this is the hue-and- 

cry from (me end of the country to the other. 1 wonder 

how the people think a printer is to keep up the expense of 
his office—type, ink, paper, fuel, rent, workmen—and sup- 
port his family, ifevery human being thinks the plea, 
“Money is so scarce,” a sufficient excuse fur defrauding 
him of his honest dues.” 

“Defrauding is a hard word,” answered tho husband, 
musingly, “and vet to put a man off with promises, and 

perhaps never pay at all unless compelled, seems very like 
it. Did Mr. U. bring grain to d >y 7” he enquired, sudden 

ly changing this unpleasant subject 
“No, I saw him hauling a load to Mr.-’s, but he 

brought none here. You %'vre in hopes that advertising for 

necessaries would have the desired effect, but you see there 

is nothing more easy than to be mistaken.” 
“1 think 1 was mistaken when l selected my occupation,” 

resumed the printer, bitterly. “Half the talent and energy 
(not to mention labor) expended in any other pursuit, would 
have placed me, ere this, on the high road to independence. 
My life i3 brte of never ending drudgery, and yet how little 
do those of oar patrons who are rolling in wealth ever re- 

flect on the printer’s actual wants—his many privations, or 

the shtft9 he is obliged to resort to on account of tiieir want 

of punctuality in making payments. But I must not sit 
here talking all night, as 1 shall be obliged to arise betimes 
in the morning, in order to get the paper out as early as 

possible.” 
“I wonder what’s the reason the paper dont’t cmite 7” 

said old Squire Burley, the Croesus of the village of N-, as 

he sat toasting his feet on the polished fender before a huge 
fire. “It is pretty near tea time, and it snows so fast there 
IS fto getting abroad. I wonder What that lazy editor can 
be about to-day.” 

"That is the twentieth time this afternoon you have won- 
dered the same thing, father,” said his daughter Hester, 
who sat at the window occupied with her worsted work. 
"1 never knew that a newspaper was so essential to your 
yodr comfort.” 

"Essential to my comfort, Miss?” repeated the Squire, 
taming towards her with some asperity, “l wonder who 
teveT said that it was! There is some difference in a thing’s 
being esaential to yoar comfort, and being punctual your- 
self and a lover of punctuality in others.” 

'‘Just so 1 think, my dear,” chimed in Mrs. Burley, 
speaking trom the depths of a cushioned chair, where she 
sat like comfort embodied, her feet half buried in the tufted 
flowers of the stool which supported them, and partially 
dozing over her knitting work. "Just so I think if a per- 
son don’t get a thing when they look fur it, they don’t want 
it at all, and as the paper is very irregular, if l were you I 
would stop it. There is Mr. M. takes several city papers ; 
you can borrow them, l dare say, when he gels through 
with reading them.” 

"1 believe I will,” said the Squire, beating the Devil’s 
Tattoo with his f»>ot, "there is no use in putting up with 
everything.” 

*‘l hope you won’t stop it for such a trifling reason, fa- 
ther, cried Hester with a pleading voiee—"why we could 
get no local intelligence whatever; and how do you know 
.but Mr. Grayson or some of his family are ill, that he has 
been unable to get out to day ? Poor man, he looks as 

tthough lie had the consumption already, standing over his 
case as ho does, and in my opinion no one can be more in- 
industrious and try hander to do his duty. Printers have a 

hard lot of it anyhow—a life of ceaseless slavery, with little 
thank* and lc:a pay.” 

“People are not expected to thank and pay both, my 
dear,” observed Mrs. Burley, with a smile of self-satisfac- 
tion. 

“Father, have you paid Mr. Grayson regularjy ?” asked 

Hpster, with a mischievous glance directed towards her 

parent. 
“Me,” said the Squire slightly blushing, and fidgeting 

on his chair, “1 don’t know as I have. He hasn’t been 

priming but three or four ypars, and he never asked me for 

it but once or twice, and I didn’t happen to have the change 
at the time—however, I shall go up and pay him off and 

stop the paper to morrow morning.” 
"Man’s inhumanity to man, 

Makes countless thousands mourn,’' 

repeated Hester slowly. “Pardon me, my dear father,” 
she continued more quickly, as she noticed his rising anger, 

“pray allow me a few words—they are these: I do not 

think those persons, possessed as you are of wealth and 

many sources of comfort and happiness, can sympathize suf-1 
ficiently with one in Mr. Grayson’s situation. See how 
he is tied down with his occupation—what heavy expenses 
lie is obliged to incur—and what care, attention, what great 
mental exertion it requires to cater for the tastes of his hun- 

dreds of readers—and this attention whether inclined or not 

is continual. The poor editor is allowed no respite j holi- 

days and seasons of enjoyment may come to all but to him, 
for the public are like the daughters of the horse-leech, 
the whole cry is “Give! Give!’’ and the slightest omis- 
sion of what they suppose to be the duty on his part—or a 

single exhibition of the frailty to which he as well as all 
Olliers are subject—or the must trifling failure in what they 
consider the terms of agreement, is followed by an imme- 
diate withdrawal of patronage ; and while his wants are 

totally disregarded, their portion of the contract is broken 
with the greatest impunity. Patrons would do well, it 
seems to me. to consider that the obligation is mutual. A 

good newspaper is worih to any family treble the sum usu- j 
ally paid for it, and the editor who is tvparing out his exis- : 

tence in the effort to instruct, interest and amuse his read- 
ers, is in every way worthy of a support liberally and 1 

promptly bestowed.” 
“1 guess you must be thinking of taking one of the craft 

yourself or you would not defend them so warmly,” said 
the Squire, quite restored to good humor as he looked at his 

graceful child, and rather pleased than otherwise at the 
fluency of her language—“but as we have already had a 

summons to tea, suppose we adjourn to the supper table.” | 
“They certainly are the victrms of the greatest possible 

.l n r. 
iiguouuo) wuiuiiiucu ucoiri no one atuou iw iviiuw aiin.—- 

“I recollect reading a notice in a country paper the other 

day, where the editor says, “We are out of every thing— 
bring on what you please in the way of payment, for noth- 

ing can come amiss,” Yet I dare affirm, the most negli- 
gent among those subscribers would be the first to cry out 

if their particular tastes and wishes were not consulted, and 
to throw up the paper fur any cause however trifling. The 
best method in my opinion for obtaining a good paper, and 

for insuring punctuality, is for all interested in its success 

to fulfil at a proper lime their part of the obligation. Let 
each one at a stated period pay his subscription —his item 
of the means necessary to bring about a result so desirable 
and my word for it. the printer would not be weighed in 
the balance and found wanting.” 

PETEK fr'R.Y.VCISCO. 

It is the misfortune of the rank and file of an army that, 
while they do all the hard fighting and encounter the grea- 
test perils of the battle field, they receive the smallest por- 
tion of the glory and applause which follow victory. They 
have the lion’s share of danger, and their officers the lion’s 
share of renown. Sometimes, however, there is among the 

humble ranks of the private soldiers an individual whose 
peculiar powers and soldierly and physical qualities single 
him out from the multitude and rivet upon him the atten- 

tion and admiration of his countrymen. Theeyeofthe 
WoTld then passes by the glittering groups of Generals and 
Colonels, and fixes upon this hero of nature, in his plain at- 

tire, and with his countenance blackened by the smoke and 
dust of battle, yet whose valient spirit irradiates the most 

doubtful strife and exalts the humblest station. 
Such a man was Peter Francisco, a man who, in extra- ; 

ordinary physical strength, lion-like courage and gentleness 
of disposition, was one of the most remarkable of the Revo- ; 
lutio iarv warriors of Virginia. We could easily fill this 

journal with anecdotes illustrating his character and prow- 
ess, but our limits forbid more than a brief sketch of the 

history of one who at least deserves not to be forgotten. 
Peter Francisco did not remember, if he ever knew, his 

native country. Returning one evening from school, (in 
his native land, wherever that may have been.) when five 

years of age, together with his sister and two other children, 
a boy and girl, they passed near the sea shore. A vessel 
lay at anchor a short distance from the sea coast. Several 
Sailors were just landing in a small boat. Francisco stop- 
ped to admire the while sails of the vessel; his sister,alarm- 
ed at the presence of the sailors, ran home, begging him to 

follow her. The sailors enticed him and two of his com- 

panions on board the vessel,and they were not permitted to 

return. They were brought to this country, and Francisco 
was sold (until 21 years old) to a man named Wright, who 
lived at the place known as Rain’s Tavern, in Cumberland 

county. He was seventeen years ofage when the war with 
Great Britain commenced, and felt a very strong desire to 

join Gen. Washington’s army. Col. Anthony Wtnslon.of 
Buckingham, taking an interest in the patriotic and coura- 

geous youth, bought his time frurrt Wright, and told him to 

go. He accordingly entered the army and commenced a 

career, in the course of which we believe it is no exaggera- 
tion to say that he performed more actual service than any 
twelve nf ihe otheY patriots oflhe Revolution. At the storm- 

ing of Stony Point, perhaps the most dangerous and des- 

perate achievement of the Revolutionary war,he was the first 
man Who entered the fortress after Major Gibbon, on which 
occasion he received a bayonet wound in the thigh. He 
was at Brandywine, Monmouth, and other battles at the 
North, and fought heroically under Green in the South, 
where he was engaged in the actions of the CowpenS, Cam- 
den, Guilfird Court House, See. Probably no soldier of the 
Revolution was in more battles, and served his country 
more frequently at the cannon’s mouth, than Peter Fran- 
cisco. 

i he man himself was a perfect IIercule9 in strength,and 
in a hand to hand combat was perfectly invincible. Hissta 
ture was six feet and in inch ; he weighed 260 pounds; 
his complexion dark and swarthy ; his hands and feet un- 

commonly large. He wielded a sword six feet in length ! 
1 hat sword is in the Richmond Armory. It used to wave 
in the Iront ot the fight like a meteor, bearing down ail be- 
fore it. Francisco wielded it with as much ease and effi- 
ciency as ever did Richard ot the Finn Heart his famous 
battle-axe. 

Some of the anecdotes of his personal strength and a- 

chievements would be absolutely incredible, hut for the un- 

exceptionable authority upon which they are founded. On 
one occasion, when on a visit to Richmond to purchase a 

barrel of wine, the merchant said he might have the barrel, 
it he would raise h and drink from it. Francisco raised it 
with ease, and drank from the bung hole. On another oc- 

<aiion, a noted bully, who had heard of his great strength, 
rode all the way from Kentucky to match himself against 
him in a personal encounter. Francisco, who tvas a man 
of eminently pacific disposition, endeavored to dissuade the 
bully from his purpose; hut finding him determined, he rais- 
ed him from the ground, as if he had been a fealher, and 
put him over the fence. The man picked himsolf up, and 
requested Mr. Francisco to put his horse over after him._ 

No sooner said than done ! The horse followed the master 

and by the same means. Francisco never struck a mnn but 

once with his clenched fist. Thi9 was on an occasion when 

he was attacked by three ruffians,whom he piled up in a l'p3P 

together, striking one of them and breaking his jaw-bone. 
It is stated in Howe’s History of Virginia, that “such was 

his personal strength, that he could easily shoulder a can- 

non weighing 1100 pounds; and our informant, a highly re- 

spectable gentleman now residing in Buckingham,in a com- 

munication before us, says: ‘He could take me in his right 
hand and pass over the room with me, and play my head 

against the ceiling, as though I had been a doll-baby. My 
weight was 195 pounds.” Imagine such a Samson as this 

in the front of a battle, waving his six feet sword ! 

The following anecdote, illustrative of Francisco’s valor, 
has often been published :— 

While the British army were spreading havoc and des- 
olation all around them, by their plunderings and burnings 
in Virginia, in 1781, Francisco bad been reconnoilering,and 
while stopping at the house of a Mr. *#*#, then in Amelia, 
now Nottoway county, nine of Tarleton’s cavalry came up 
with three negroes, anti told him he was their prisoner.— 
Seeing he was overpowered by numbers, he made no resis- 
tance. Believing him to be very peaceable, they all went 

into the house, leaving him and the paymaster together.— 
“Give up instantly all that you possess of value,” said the 

latter, “or prepare to die.” “I have nothing to give up,” 
said Francisco, “so use your pleasure.” “Deliver instant- 

ly,” rejoined the soldier, “those massy silver buckles which 

you wear in your shoes.” “They were a present from a 

valued friend,” replied Francisco, “and it would grieve me 

to part with them. Give them into your hands I never 

will. You have the power; take them if you think fit.”— 
The soldier put his 6abre under his arm, and bent down to 

take them. Francisco, finding so favorable an opportunity 
to recover his liberty, stepped one pace in his rear, drew the 
sword with force from under his arm, and instantly gave 
him a blow across the scull. “My enemy,” observed Fran 
cisco, “Was brave, and tho'i'tgli severely wounded,drew a 

pistol, and, in the samo moment that he pulled the trigger, 
I cut bis hand nearly off. The bullet grazed my side.— 

Ben *#’i‘1t(iheinan of the house) very ungenerously brought 
a musket, and gave it to one of the British soldiers, and told 
him to make use of ihat. He mounted the only horse they 
could get, and presented it at my breast. Il missed fire.— 
I rushed on the muzzle of the gun. J1 short struggle ensued. 
I disarmed and wounded him. Tarleton’s troop of four 
hundred men were in sight. All was hurry and confusion 

which l increased ny rrpeaieniy n«iiooing,as mua as i oouiu, 
Come on my brine boys ; now's your time: lee ioili soon 

dispatch these few, und then attack the riiain body! The 
wounded man flew to the troop ; theothers were panic-struck 
anti find ! seized Ben.****,and would have dispatched 
him, hut the poor wretch begged for his life; he was not on- 

ly an object of my contempt, but pity. The eight horses 
that were left behind,I gave him to conceal for me. Dis- 

covering Tarleton had dispatched ten more in pursuit of me 

I made off. J evaded their vigilance. They slopped to re- 

fresh themselves. I, like an old fox, doubled and fell on 

their rear. I went the next day to Ben. ****, for my hor- 

ses ; he demanded two for his trouble and generous inten- 

tions. Finding my situation dangetous, and surrounded by 
enemies where I ought to have found friends, I went off 
with my six horses. 1 intended to have avenged myself 
of ****, at a future day, but Providence ordained i should 
not be his executioner, for he broke his neck by a fall from 
one of the very horses!” 

Mr. Francisco, in the year 18—, was elected Sergeant- 
at-arms of the Virginia House of Delegates. He died in 
the year 1831, and was buried in the SlmckoeHill burying 
Ground. No stone marks the place of his grave, but the 

rank grass waves luxuriantly over the ashes of the most 

extraordinary soldier and man among the rank and file of 
the American Revolutionary Army ! MoWsuch a prodigy 
of prowess and strength would have delighted the eye of 

Napoleon ! He would have placed Peter at the head of 
his grenadiers; he would have coveted him all over with 
stars and orders of merit ; and, if he had fallen he would 
have commemorated his fame with the title bestowpd upon 
one who was not superior in valor to Peter Francisco— 
'* Bravest of the Brave."—Rich. Republican. 

A Pet Buckbtrd.—The pretty cottage of Mr. Thomp- 
son, merchant, Gatehouse, which stands on a hill-side, at 

the enitance of the town, presents many attractions, the 
most curious of which, perhaps, is a pet blackbird. It was 

taken from the parent nest upwards of a year ago, and read- 

ily became domesticated and familiar with children in the 

house. Whilst quite content with town life and intercourse 
the young bird did not relinquish its love for the country 
and converse with the feathered fcpecie9. It wa9 still a 

“wilding of nature,” with a strong yearning towards the 
woods, which it indulges daily, and has done so for months. 
Not being confined within the limits of a cage, it is free to 
rove at large, and has not abused its liberty. Every morn- 

ing it leaves its home in the cottage for the princely bowers 
of Cally, and there,at the distance of a mile or more, it may 
be heard pouring forth its delicious tide of Song. Scarcely 
has thesound died away, till the whirring of his Wings in- 
dicates its return ; for breakfast is on the table,and ‘blacky’ 
does not wish tube behind. On such occasions, the bird 
enters the window or door, with the most perfect assurance 

just as if the house was his awn, and every thing in it, set- 

tles upon the table, hups from dish to dish, and helps itsolf 
according to fancy. 

After satisfying its appetite, it generally remains awhile, 
gamboling with the children ; and if it Aies off before din- 

ner, it is sure to be back ere the second meal is dispatched, 
in order to get its share ; and, what is very remarkable, 
it has a penchant for raw nfieat. In the matter Uf bread and 

butter, also, it is quite at home, and thinks nothing at all 
of running off with a slice of the latter commodity, if fresh; 
for Mr. Blackbird’s palate is still so unsophisticated as not 

to covet salt. !is nocturnal roost is on the kitchen chim- 

ney-piece, and we understand, by the regular hours he 

keeps, that he is quite & pattern for young lodgers. The 
bird is, on all these aerdfints, a great favorite with the fam- 

ily, and is certainly a pretty creature, as well as a curious 
one. We saw it one night last week on its accustomed 

perch, and next morning again half a mile ufT.on the bound- 

ary wall of Cally estate we had no dfliculty in recognizing 
the feathered favorite, by its shape, familiarity, and intel 
lectual air. It had, we dare say, discernment enough to see 

that we were eyeing it intently, -end, as if aware of our de- 

sign, wailed long enough for us to “take tiotes” regarding 
its demeanor, so as to be able to identify it. It then flew 
over the wall, and handsomely repaid us with “notes” o! 

its own. Of late it has been seen in thecompany ofanoth- 
er blackbird, and we hope to hear of them both popping ir 
some fine morning to breakfast—blacky having first begged 
leave to introduce his mate as “one of the family”—a per- 
mission which we are sure would be willingly acceded to 

—Dumfries Journal. 

Kisses.—The ladies of Troy have introduced a new fea 
lure at their fairs, from which they realize a much hand 
surner sum titan from lotteries, viz. that of selling their con 

fectionary to gentlemen, young and old. All the best look 

ing girls wear placards, “Kisses one shilling each ;” somt 

charging a “quarter ot a dollar,” and others six cents, ac 

cording to the beauty of those in the market. Genlletnri 
are expected to go in according to the weight of tK'u pUr 
ses, and one of the newspapers in that village gavs t|,at on< 

rosy-liped, bright-eyed girl realized xty-two dollars in 
single night; and another pan- nine dollars and a half.- 
One gentleman purcha^j eloven ^llars worlh 0f 8Weet 

f^l^t^nyKnick, 

STRANGE AND ROMANTIC LAWSUIT. 

Paris is certainly the greatest place in the world 
for curious affairs in every department of life. 1 lie 

following curious incident, of recent occurence would 
j do credit to the inventive genius of Alexander Du- 

mas, and will remind our readers of the exciting ro- 

I mance of the Greek girl in the Count of Monte 
Christo: 

“Some years ago, one of the most distinguished sa- 

vants of the Palais de V Inst it ut, who has devoted to 

scientific travel nearly the whole of his life, on re- 

turning from one of these distant voyages, brought 
with him n Paris a young Greek girl, about 11 or 

12 years < p§e. 
“One dA, while at Constantinople, passing by one 

of the sla’Bhazaars, he entered, by curiosity, in the 
midst of ®roup of women and children, exposed for 

sale; fredFv a beautiful girl, whose youth, grace and 

beauty interested him. His heart became so deeply 
interested in the young girl that he resolved to res- 

cue her from the dark fate which had awaited her.— 
He called upon the slave-dealer and asked the price. 
As she was of the best race, and of brilliant beamy, 
nothing less than two hundred sequins could pur- 
chase her. This he paid, and in a few days embarked 
for France with his rare young beauty. Shortly af- 
ter his arrival here, the voting Albanian was placed 
in the celebrated school of the eue de Farenes, the 
Convent du Sucre Cccur, where the best masters are 

employed ; nothing was spared to render her educa- 
tion as brilliant and accomplished as possible. For 
six years the young girl remained uuder the Sccurs 
of the Convent and so gifted was she by nature,that in 
six years she become an accomplised Parissienne.— 

During all this time the savant had not been idle : his 
name had become justly celebrated; several kings 
had decorated him, several academies had elected him 
their member. His cup of happiness was nearly full. 
There was wanting but one thing to crown it—a wife. 
Naturally, his thought turned towards his voting Al- 
banian—his property, upon whom he had spent so 

much money. Would not an alliance with an honora- 
ble family.a distinguished man,be another beneficence 
to the poor slave? She was now eighteen years old. 
The savant took her from the convent to his house, 
and to|d her of his plans, which she received aseve- 

j ry well-educated lady, with a blush on her cheek 
and a tear in her eye, while her reply was such as 

became a grateful heart. The savant was happy,and 
the wedding was appointed. At this lime thestfranf 
received o mission from die government which was to 

Iasi but five or six weeks,which hecould not decline. 
The young girl was sent, during his absence, to 
reside with a friend ol his, a comtesse, who lives dur- 

ing the summer in a magnificent chateau on the banks 
of the Loire. During the summer the comtesse re- 

ceived a large number of visitors,to amuse whom she 
gave ball parties, and fetes champetrcs every day.— 
The young Albanian had great success among the 
/tons, and was the object ol their most devout atten- 

tions. The savant, on his return, hastened to the 
chateau to see his betrothed. The comtesse was con- 

sternated, for the betrothed had disappeared, no one 

knew whither. Who shall recount the despair of the 
lover of fifty ? The dandies of the chateau were des- 
olated. at this victory of one of their rivals, and that 
the salons of la belle ville, as Bnssy Rabutin calls 
Paris, should not see the debut ofthe Grecian beaulv. 
The police was called in, but this was a useless ex- 

pense, as in a short time the bereaved savant learned 
that his beautiful porlege was the wife of M. le Vi- 
comte de La C-, and that he will have the pleasure 
of seeing her this winter the belle of Paris. A^is! 
for the philosophy ofthe Instilut. Savants are not 

| always philophers—at least in practice. The owner 

: of the fair Vicomtesse, furious at the‘‘taking.‘stealing 
and carrying away” of his slave, lias brought an ac- 

tion against the Vicomte for the price of his wife, and 
; the costs and charges of her education, amounting,to 
i an alarming sum total. The Vicomte has offered to 

compromise, or to refer the matter to arbitrators, but 
the savant will not agree to any thing less than the 
original sum tola]. So, according to the wall-flowers 
we are to have before the court this famous cause, 
for an amount which the Vicomte E. de La C., calls 
a real doctor’s bill. 

Phenomena of Death.—To be shot dead is one of the 
easiest modes of terminating life; yet, Tapid as it is, the 

body has leisure to feel and reflect. On the first attempt 
by one of the frantic adherents of Spain to assassinate Wil- 
liam Prince, of Orange, who took the lead in the revolt of 
the Netherlands, the ball passed through the bones of the 

face, and brought him to the ground. In the instant that 

preceded 6tupefacliun, he was able to frame the notion that 
the ceiling of the room had fallen and crushed him. The 
cannon 6hot which plunged into the brain of Charles the 

XII, did not prevent him from seizing his sword hy the 
hill. The idea of an attack an j the necessity for defence 
was impressed upon him by a blow which we should have 

supposed too tremondnus to leave an interval for thnught. 
But it by no means fullows that the infliction of fatal vio- 
lence is accompanied by a pang. From what is known of 
the first effect of gunshot wounds, it is probably that the 
impression is rather stunning than acute. Unless death be 

immediate,the pain is as varied as the nature ofthe injuries, 
and these are past counting up. 

But their is nothing singular in the dyiOg sensation?, 
though Lord Byron remarked the physiological peculiarity, 
that the expression is invariably that of langour, while in 
death from a stab the countenance reflects the traits of nat- 
ural character, of gentleness or ferocity, to the last breath. 
Some of these cases are of interest, to show with what 

slight disturbance life may go on under a mortal wonnd til! it 

suddenly comes to a final stop. A foot soldier at Waterloo, 
pierced by a musket ball in the hip, begged water from a 

frnnncr whn In nnQQPQQ n nnntPPn nf Kppr. r['hp 

wounded man drank, returned his he artiest thanks, men- 

tioned that his regiment was nearly exterminated, and hav- 

ing proceeded a dozen yards in hie way ro the rear, fell to 

the earth, and with one convulsive movement of his limbs 
concluded hie career. “Yet his voice,” says the trooper, 
who himself tells the story, “gave scarcely the smallest 
sign of weakness.” 

Captain Basil Hall, who in his early youth W33 present 
at the battle of Corunna, has singled out, from the confusion 
which consigns to oblivion the woes and gallantry of war, 
another instance, extremely similar,which occurred on that 
occasion. An old ollicer.who was shot in the head, arriv- 
ed, pale and faint, at the temporary hospital, and begged 
the surgeon to look at his wound, which wasprortounedd to 

be mortal. “Indeed, 1 feared so,” he responded with im- 

peded utterance/4and yet 1 should like very much to live a 

liule longer, if it were possible.” He laid his sword upon 
a stone at his side, “as gently,” says Hall, “as if its steel 
had been turned to glass, and almost immediately sunk dead 
upon the turf.”—Quarterly Review. 

CO- I stained the roots of my finger nails on the first of 
'ast August, to find out the exact time a healthy r.ail took 
form—in other words, to find out how often a ,nan chang- ed his finger nails. On the 14th of this rrvjnth all the old 
nails had disappeared—thus if look exactly four months 
and fitteen days to form ne',^ nails. Aii iwing this period 
t" be the average tin*,, f„r the complete renewal of the 
human nails, a m.an who l:.V'cs to 70 years lias had each 
nail renew?ieGtirP'd—in other wOnls, he wears out 
lboO f,n"or nail3 in 7'j years. In the four and u half months 

(, 
» cquid distinguish no difference in tho periods of forma- 

i lion—the growth was gradual and systematic, from week 
| to week without variation. 1 stained the nails with corro- 

! sive sunliniale; the color was tawney, and wa9 not the 

j least affected with all its numerous washings and xposurt 
i to tho air. My occupation il sedentary; the nails may 
i grow faster on some,and slower on other individuals, accord- 
ing to their constitutions, or the particular occupations ir 

! which they may he engaged.—Scientific American. 

PRESENT STATE OF THE SEVE.Y CHURCHES. 

At a recent meeting of the Asiatic Society, the Sec- 

retary read a memoir by Captain J. T. New bold, on 

the present condition of the seven Churches of Asia, 
mentioned in the revelation, which the writer has re- 

cently visited. He observes that the history of these 

interesting localities is well known; but their present 
condition has b<*en little adverted to. 

He begins his account with the church of Ephesus; 
the first mentioned by St. John, and that which still 
mainiains its ecclesiastical superiority in giving a title 
to the Greek Archbishop while others have only Bish- 
ops at their head, though it is low in statistical.im- 
portance. The port of Ephesus is now choked up 
bv a pestiferous morass, and lonely walls, tenanted 

only by the jackals, occupy the site of the once 

populous city. The village of Ayasalux stands a- 

bout a mile front the ruins, and contains about forty 
scattered cottages, one only tenanted by Christian. 
The mosque of the villiage contains only four gran- 
ite columns, said to have belonged to the Temple of 
Diana, whose ruins are still visible near the port.— 
The mosque is in decay, like the Christian church, 
and everything appears to be in the last stage of dis- 
solution. Captain New-bold noticed that some of the 

granite which formed part of the ancient temple had 
exfoliated, evidently from extreme heat, and he sug- 
gested that this might have happened when the tem- 

ple was consumed by fire. 

Smyrna, the most flourishing of the whole, is an 

increasing city. Its population, which twenty years 
ago was about 7,000, is now 13,000, and is rapidly 
increasing. There are five Greek, three Latin and two 

Protestant churches. The Greeks have numerous 

schools, and the Latins a college ; but the Protestant 
schools have failed. The Greek church at Smyrna 
continues in a nourishing condition. 

Pergamos is the most properous of the churches, 
after Smyrna. The population is 16,000 of whom 
14.000 are Turks, and uearly all the rest Christians. 
The Christian quarter contains two Greek churches 
and one Armenian. 

Close to the ancient church, Capt. Newbold found 
a Greek school, where the pupils were seated on mar. 

ble tombstones which formed the pavement of the 
school. He gives copies of three of the inscriptions 
there, none of which have hrtl erto been published. 

Thyatira is still a flourishing town. It had been 
lost to the Christian world from the fall of Constan- 
tinople, under the Turkish name of Alkhissar, until 
brought to light in the seventeenth century. The 
population is about 19.000,of whom 2,000 are Greeks, 
and 1200 Armenians, each having a church; the form- 
er said to be on the site of the anoealvnlic church. 

Capt. Newbold copied several inscriptions there. 
Sardis, the ancient capital of Croesus, is now more 

desolate than Ephesus. Scarcely a house remains. 
The melancholy 'Gyroeen lake, the swampy plain of 
'.he Hermits, and the thousand mounds forming the 

necropolis of the Lydian monarchies* among which 
rises conspicuously the famed tnmulus of Alyattes, 
produce a scene of gloomy solemnity. Massive ru- 

ins of buildings still remain, the wall of which is 
made up of sculptured pieces of Corinthian lonice 
columns that once formed portions of the ancient Pa- 
gan temples. The Pactoluo, famed for its golden 
sands, contains no gold, but the sparkling grains of 
mica, with which the sand abounds, have probably 
originated the epithet. Captain Newbold suggests 
that the 'singular tumuli of Sardis deserves to be o- 

pened, and recommends the subject to the attention 
of the society. 

Philadelphia has a population of 10,000 Turks,and 
3000 Greeks. It contains twenty-five churches, all 
small and mean, but containing fragments of ancient 

sepulchres. A massive ruin was pointed out as the 
church of the apocalypse. 

Labdicea,whose fate had been forgotten for centu- 

ries, was brought to light in the seventeenth centu- 

ry. It was, and is a mass of desolate ruins. The hills 
on which it stands have been supposed to be volca- 

nic, but erroneously. They are composed of aque- 
ous beds, chiefly limestone.— Church of England 
Magazine. 

l^f’ROv'i.YG the Psai.ms.—Our chorister, (says 
the Bloomfield correspondent of the Newark Adver- 

tiser, U. S.,) set some music of his own to one of 
the psalms of Watts, in which occur these lines— 

“Oh may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David’s harp, of solemn sound!” 

Calling on his pastor,the chorister asked Ivis appro-! 
bation of a new version of these lines, which would 
render them more readily adapted to the music he 
had composed. He suggested to read— 

“Oh may my heart be tuned within, 
Like David’s sacred violin! 

The good pastor had some internal tendencies to 

laugh in the singing man’s face, but maintaining his 

gravity as well us he could, he said that he thought 
he could improve the improved version— 

“Oh may my heart go diddle, diddle, 
Like uncle David’s sacred fuddle !” 

The poor leader, after a vain attempt to def end his 
own parody, retired, and 1 geuss he will still sing the 

psalm as it stands. 

In London and suberbs there are 85 Ragged 
Schools, attended by more than 10,000 children 
taught by nearly 1,400 unpaid teachers. The majori- 
ty of them arc open during the week as well as on 

Sunday, where vagrant children are fed and partly 
clothed, and taught either in the day or evening. 
Connected with them are “industrial classes,” in 
which young men are instructed in the trade# during 
the evening. 

S3- “The best and most conclusive reason for an 

eliect that I ever remember to have hearu, {writes a 

western correspondent,) was one given, by a‘one idea’ 
Dutchman, in reply to a friend who remarked 

“Whv, Hans, you have the most feminine cast of 
countenance 1 have ever seen.” 

‘•Oh, yaw,” was the reply, “I know de reason for 
dat; mine mttdder vas a voman /” 

The young and beautiful Countesa Demben- 
ski who came to this country in July last, with her 
husband, who is now honestly and nobly support- 
ing himself by selling scgtits in Nassau street, next 

door to the office of the Evening Post, was born 
the Princess CsartorUka. 

Singular Test.—There is a curious ordeal in India, 
which shows the action of fear upon the salivary glands.— 
If a wrong is committed, the suspected persons are got to- 

gether, and each is required to keep a quantity of rice in 
his mouth. fjr a certain time, and then put it out again, and 
with the greatest certainty, the man who had done the 

d<led put it out almost dry, in consequence of the tear of his 

mind keeping back the saliva.—English Paper. 

£3- Small things in the hands of Providence, deprive 
men of life In this world. Pope Adrian lost his life by a 

gnat. A distinguished Romish counsellor lost his life by 
a hair. Anacreon, the famous Greek poet, lost his life by 
the seed (f a grape. The Emperor Chanes the Sixth, wat 

deprived ot his life by a »nushroon. 

Rather Bi*tm---A bachelor’s reply to a young lady 
who significant sent him. as a present, some wormwood: 

I’m glad your gift is not a-Miss ; 
Much worse might me befall; 

The wormwood’s bad alone, but worse 
The wormwood and the gal(l). 

£3* If woman knew their power and wished to ex- 

ert it, they would always show sweetness of temper 
! for then they are irresistible. 

-———•—■—— 

AGRICULTURAL—SCIENTIFIC.* 
AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY—RfO. 3. 

Rocks are the oxydes of metals. Silix, the most 

abundant ingredient in rocks, mountain*. andaoils,is 
the oxyde of silicum. Tliis oxyde constitute® nearly 
one-half of the solid matter of our globe. It if 
principal element of quartz, in all its varieties,whic'fr 
are exceedingly numerous, and some of them very 
beautiful. Quartz is the only mineral found every- 
where. Sand is pulverized quartz. Pebbles are frag- 
ments of quartz, rounded by attrition. Gunflint is 

quartz, breaking with a conchoidal (shell like) frac- 
ture. Jasper is red quartz, vyith a fine compact tex- 

ture. Amethyst is purple quartz, frequently found 
in six-side crystals, which is the common shape of 
quartz crystals in its different varieties. Agate it 
clouded quartz, in numerous varieties, some of which 
are much used for watch-seals finger-rings, breast- 

pins,and oilier ornaments. Carnelian is quartz ol a fine 
texture and ol a yellowish red color. Chalcedony, 
bloodstone,catseye,and many other gems,are varieties 
of quartz. 

Most, perhaps all the gems used in the breast-plate 
of Aron, the high priest, were quartz of different tex- 

tures, colors, and hues. The precious stones pre- 
sented by the Queen of Sheba to the King of Israel 
were pobably quartz. The stones mentioned in the 
Book of Revelations as forming the streets of the 

New Jerusalem, with all the gems referred to, were 

but varieties of the stones used for paving our 

streets, and of the earth moved by the plough and 
the hoe of the farmer, and of tii3 dirt carted for filling 
our docks. 

The coloring matter giving most of the beautiful 
hues to gems,and an endless variety of colors to quartz 
is the oxyde of iron. The oxyde of silicium and the 
oxyde of iron are hence united in this same most 
abundant mineral in the world. 

Next to quartz, feldspar, or clay formed by the 
decomposition of feldspar, is the most abundant ele- 
ment of soils. This too, is composed of several ox- 

ydes of metals in chemical combination. Feldspar 
is also very extensively united with quartz in the 
formation of rocks, not by chemical combination, 
but mechanical mixture. The feldspar and thequartz 
can be separated by the hammer. Not so with the 

oxygen and silicium, forming silex. Chemical agen- 
cy alone can separate chemical combinations. Such 
combinations in rocks,soils, and other mineral bodies 
are exceedingly nmerous, complicated, and delicate. 
The most common stone that meets the eye in any 

part of the w orld is composed of two oxydes. The 

oxvgen anu me meiais are eacn uimeu uj 

affinity, and then the two oxydes are again combin- 
ed by the same agency to form a “common atone, 

evidently worthy of more respect than it commonly 
receives. 

An experiment: Pour upon a little pearlash in a 

tumbler some strong vinegar. An effervescence will 

follow-, producing carbonic acid. A burning candle 
immersed will be extingnised, showing that carbon- 
ic acid is fatal to Combustion. It i* equally to to 

life.—Josiah Holbrook. 

Lithography.—Lithography is the art of printing 
from stone. This process is based upon the fact that 
printing ink, being largely composed of oil, wilt not 

adhere to any surface which is wet with water. 

Every one knows how utterly impossible it is to 

mix oil and water. To litograph, then, all that is 

necessary is to draw on a smooth surface of a dry atone 

with a greasy cravon, whatever is desirpd to be print- 
ed. A weak solution of nitric acid is then rubbed 
over the stone, which fastens the drawing so that it 

cannot be rtibbed off. After this, a solution of gum- 
arabic is passed over the surface, and thep the stone 

is ready for printing. 
By means of a sponge, water is now rubbed on 

the stone, and while yet wet the inking roller is ap- 

plied. The ink of course adheres to the lines of the 

drawing, because tliev are oily,but to the wetstone it 

does not slick. The paper is now laid on, and,with 
the stone passed through the press', the result being 
a beautiful and exact copy of whatever is drawn. 

Such is the process by which the lithographic prints, 
that are sold in all parts of onr country, are roads.— 
The colored ones are painted with water paints after 
the printing is completed. 

The stones employed for lithography is of a pecu- 
liar kind of lime and clay nature, resembling in ap- 

pearance n smooth, yellow hone, yet possessing the 

quality of absorbing water. This stone is known a* 

lithographic, or compact lime. It is found chiefly in 

Bavaria, one of the German Slates, though there are 

quarries of it in England. 
The Bavarian stones however are those most uni- 

versally employed, and their importation is a consid- 
erable article of commerce. In New York, they are 

worth from o to 10 cents per pound.—.Yew York 
Student. 

The Sr. Bernard Dog —This is a variety near- 

ly allied to the Newfoundland breed, and has been 
trained by the benevolent monks of the convent near 

the top of the mountain of GreatSt. Bernaid,to hunt 
out and extricate such unfortunate travellers as 

may have been buried under the snow drifts or ava- 

lanches while attempting the neighboring dangerous 
pass between Switzerland and Savoy. One of these 
noble animals was decorated with a medal, in con- 

sequence of his having saved at different times the 
lives of twenty-two persons, who must otherwise 
have perished. In the museum of Berne is still pre- 
served the stuffed skin of‘‘Barry,” another of these 

dogs, together wilh the bottle and collar which hr 
bore in his lifetime*, for the good fathers, with a prov- 
wlaiit ram tr» nflorrl every chance of eacane lotheun- 
fortunate travelers, fasten a flask of spirits about the 
neck of the dog before he starts on his search. Bar- 
ry having discovered a boy whose mother had been 
destroyed by an avalanche, unhurt and asleep in the 
hollow of a glacier, and almost stiff with cold, de- 
livered to him the bottle suspended from his neck; 
and when the boy had refreshed himself, he found 
means to prevail with himto mount on his backend 
thus carried the little fellow to the gates of the con- 

vent. This dog had been the means of rescuing from 
death upwards of forty persons before he was super- 
annuated ; when he was sent to pass the remainder 
of his days on a pension in a more genial climate. 

Curing Colds.—Of all means, fasting is tbemoef 
effectual. Eat nothing whatever for two days, and 
the cold will be gone, provided you are not confined 
to the bed—because by taking no carbon into the 
system by food, but consuming that surplus whieh 
caused the disease by breath, you soon carry off the 
disease by removing the cause. And this plan of 
fasting will be found more effectual if you add copi- 
ous waterdrinking to protracted fasting. 

$3- A man weighing 140 pounds, if squeezed un- 

der a hydraulic press, 105 pounds of water would 
run out of him, artd only 35 pounds of solid dry 
matter would remain. A beef-steak pressed between 
blotting paperr under a press gives out four-fifths of 
its weight in water. Water, therefore is the first 
necessary of life, and this accounts for the healthiness 
of those districts where good water is supplied to 
the inhabitants. 

($» “Knowledge is power,” wrote the great Lord 
Bacon. ‘‘Knowledge is power,” complacently ex- 
claimed a gentleman the other day, when strong men 

having failed, he released a lap-dog from the teeth of 
of a huge mastiff by quietly administering to the let- 
ter a pinch of snuff! 


